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When you finish reading this maga- 
zine, place a one-cent stamp on this 
notice, mail the magazine, and it will 
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or sailors in the home camps or abroad. 
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Making a Dollar Go Some 

















tive pictures for an exceptionally low price. 


VERYBODY admires an attractive picture. 


And here's an opportunity to get five attrac- 


Judge 


readers all know what fine works of art adorned 
the front covers of ““The Happy Medium” during 


the past year, 




















The regular 
price of these 


art prints 


twenty-tive 





IS 























cents a COpPY. 
We are offering this assort- 
ment of five different 


clever 


You 


subjects for $1.00. 
will have to 


make 


and so do many others. 


The five pictures here illustrated are 


all full color reproductions, 


are 


mounted on heavy mats, size 11 x 14 
inches, ready for framing, and make 


excellent 


wall 





























vour dollar go some to get a better 


bargain. 


Just fill your name and address in 
the coupon below, pin a bill, money 
order or stamps to it and upon receipt 
of same we will forward to you, post- 
age paid, the complete assortment. 


Judge Art Print Department, 


225 Fifth Avenue, 


New York City 


Please send me the 
prints, tor which I ene 


assortment 
lose S100 


ol 


Art Print Department, 


decorations 
home. 


den, 


the 
club- 


te or 


room, bungalow or 


camp. 


Why not. surprise 
home-coming 
soldier by decorat- 
ing his room. with 
some of these 


the 




















JUDGE 


The Happy Medium 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 


appropriate 
pictures! 
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Good-Bye 


Old Pal! 
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Drawn by Ropert A. Grae 


A Lesson 1n “Sociatistic GovERNMENT” 
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“Here Tuey Come, 


by Eunest Funan 
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‘I Note Some ConpeESscENSION IN Your Wink, AS THouGu You Fett Superior to MEN.” 


To An Ancestor 


By D. B. Van Buren 


Illustration by Oviver Herrorp 


NGAGING simian, with beady eyes, Wherewith to keep on piling creed on creed, 
Survivor of some dim arboreal clan, Adding confusion to obscurity, 
Locked in your smelly cage, I recognize Although we cannot learn to match the speed 
Che primal architect’s rough sketch of man. And certainty with which you nip a flea! 
For some have told me, could I trace my line True, I can shave my chin and go to church 
Far back and all the ancient record read, And learnedly discourse about my soul, 
I’d find you were an ancestor of mine, But, then, I cannot bound from perch to perch, 
My family tree a proper tree indeed! Or swing from a trapeze or climb a pole. 
It may be so, for who ain [ to jest To my dull ears, what you are saying now 
Or cavil at your antics, after all Sounds idle chatter, meaningless and shrill; 
1 must acknowledge you, or at the best Perhaps you’re saying to yourself, “I vow 
Become involved with Adam in his Fall. That fool does nought but jabber—what a pill!” 
Pray, do not look so shocked, or take to flight Your hairy limbs to me look rather bare, 
On learning my relationship to you, Yet I can well imagine you might melt 
That startled look of yours is scarce polite, In pity for the wretch condemned to wear 
Greeting a long-lost nephew at the Zoo! Weird funnels to protect his tender pelt. 
Impartial critics from another sphere Our wisdom makes a hell of sky and sea, 
Comparing us together, agile friend, Tears up the kindly earth with iron hail, 
Might very well conclude that it is clear While you hang swaying in some lofty tree, 
Che difference is mere de-tail in the end. Depending by a long prehensile tail! 
I note some condescension in your wink, You wrinkle up your nose and shake your head, 
As though you felt superior to men, Plainly enough to you it seems so queer 
Poor tailless creatures with a taste for drink That men are always arguing instead 
Who swapped their caudals tor a goosequill pen Of quietly hanging from the chandelier 


L’ Envoi 
Old boy, you’re right, for in a world where fuss 
(nd wrangling and contention never fail, 
Hiow peaceful it would be if most of us 
Were hung up in the attic by the tail! 
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Now AvailablepP 


By Bomparprer Brown 


= HE man I! want,” said 
the Contractor to the 
Employment Specialist, 


“must have a broad knowl- 
edge of engineering and rail- 
road problems, he must have 
had practical experience both 
as a politician and as a pro- 
moter, and he must possess 
initiative in a high degree. 
He must also be a man of 
great versatility, with a keen, 
receptive and analytical mind. 
\ winning manner, of course, 
is imperative, but I should 
also wish him to possess that 
magnetic yet commanding 
personality that counts for so 
much with the investing pub- 
lic. The position carries with 
it large and grave responsibili- 
ties, and the successful appli- 
cant must not only be able to 
think in large figures, but must possess a mind capable 
of steady expansion guided by an illimitable imagina- 
tion. He should—” 

“You needn’t go any further,” said the Employment 
“T know the man you want, and he couldn’t 
Unfortunately he holds 


” 








Drawn by R. B. Fuirer 
Gr cer—Yes, eggs are t 


on account Oo peace. 


Specialist: 
be duplicated in the country. 
a Government position—but he is about to 

“That doesn’t matter,” interrupted the Contractor, 
‘the work I want him for can be classed as highly essen- 
tial. Could you arrange an interview?” 

“I could hardly promise you that,” was the smiling 
reply, “but I will cheerfully give you his name.” 

And he scribbled on a scrap of paper: “William G. 
\icAdoo.” 


Dra "y Joun Herp, Ja. 


ACKNOWLEDGING THE COLORS 
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hree-fifty a dozen, Ma’am, 





The Feather 


By Jack AprLeton 


E opened the envelope 
slowly, having kissed the 
flap first. 

Because he knew she sealed 
her own letters and because he 
was past the age of being chary 
of possible germs he did this. 

Her purring note, thanking 
him for the lovely, darling, 
precious sweetheart roses, raised 
his pulse a couple of beats, as 
he returned the unscented sheet 
to its place. 

Then a soft, white feather 
dropped out. 

For a long time—for a verit- 
able eternity—probably for an 
entire half minute—he stared at 
the feather, with its cruel, silent 
accusation. 

Then, his neck growing red- 
der than it had ever been be- 
fore—or before been—he had 
dashed to the nearest recruiting station. 

And enlisted in the Spur-on-the-Desk Division. 

Eventually he got into the real service, was wounded 
somewhere else in France, honorably discharged, came 
home, found a job, and married another girl— 

The one who had helped the rose-lady dress that 
day, urged haste, that they might not be late at the 
Red Cross meeting. 

But the white feather couldn’t tell the rose-lady 
that it had been slipped into the envelope by the self- 
helpful Other Girl, could it? 


Or Never ? 
A woman’s frugality seldom extends to words. 


em 
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AuTHORS—ANCIENT AND MODERN 


Safety First Philanthropy 


By Warren Wooprurr Lewis 


QUEER form of philanthropic mania holds the 
world in its mighty grip. Everybody gives 
something. If you don’t give you’re a piker and 
if you do you’re a boob, so where do we get off? 

The world is going to the bow-wows and kind deeds are 
the root of all evil. It is more blessed to receive than it is 
to give. If you don’t believe me ask the waiter. Wait- 
ers have ruined more philanthropists than love ever 
created. 

It used to be the leading citizen’s favorite out door 
sport to make a big splash with his money. If he got 
enough credit in this world he didn’t care what happened 
to him in the next. But the philan- 
thropists of today are a downtrodden 
race. They give all they can and 
they’re happy if they get away with- 
out being kicked in the bargain, or 
anywhere. 

People used to bow and scrape 
every time a philanthropist walked 
up the main stem of the town, but 
after a while kind deeds got to be as 
common as high prices. Then philan- 
thropists got in the habit of giving 
libraries and hospitals, but the public 
even tired of this entertainment. 


Drawn by Lane Camppen. 





A Harp Nut 


But don’t think for a minute that all of the philan- 
thropists have evaporated. The trouble i that they’ve 
abandoned the trombone for the drum-stick. All of 
your neighbors are philanthropists. You’re one your- 
self. You’re a philanthropist from the time you start 
out in the morning until you pound your ear at night. 

You recognize this affliction in people who tip wait- 
ers and hat boys and boot-blacks. Before they get home 
they tip the porter, the taxi driver and the elevator boy. 
Then they wind up by kissing the maid. It’s a sort of 
protective policy to insure them against being cursed, 
but that’s what philanthropy has sunk to. 

Plenty of people have the giving 
habit minus the kind heart. The 
landlord gives Mr. Dubb two weeks 
notice to meet the increased rent, and 
Mr. Dubb gives abuse to the boy who 
brought the message. 

If a guy is clever enough to cover 
up his bad deeds with good ones the 
people soon label him a philanthrop- 
ist. Then he can buckle on his shirt 
of mail and seek new fields to con- 


quer. Of course, it doesn’t have 
to be a shirt of mail. Any shirt 
ro CRACK will do. But now we’re getting some- 
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what off the subject. I merely mentioned shirts be- 
cause most philanthropists wear them. 

People who hate waiters and hat boys spread a lot 
of anti-tipping propaganda, but vou can’t get these 
their favorite 


odds are 


safety 
pastime. 
against them from tite table to the st 
One of those old-time philanthropists ought to en- 
dow a special booby-hatch for the safety first specie 
who hand the waiter the price of a new dinner gown fo1 
his wife. The oldtimers are so disgusted with this wave 
of foolishness that they’ve stopped giving 'ibraries and 
hospitals. Henry’s even raised the ante on his tin liz- 
zies. Mr. Dubb feels like a piker when he hands the 
waiter a dollar tip, but when he buys a war saving 
stamp Mrs. Dubb has to put a gusset in his vest. 


first philanthropists to pass up 
It’s a case of give or get, and the 
reet. 


Camouflaging Cupid 

Sillicus—I really believe her only reason for marrying him 
was to cut out her rival. 

Cynicus—Yes, no doubt it is easier for a woman to love a 


man than to let somg other woman love him 
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, Loox!” 


Air 

AIR is a peculiar substance which we have on all 

sides of us whether we want it or not—like credi- 
tors. It extends fourteen miles above us, but so far 
has been entirely sufficient, although air shipping may 
being extended. Air is the cheapest 
thing we have. Enough to last a lifetime is thrown in 
with every town lot we buy. Air changes its tempera- 
ture according to the seasons, although hot air may be 
generated during any season. There is also an air pro- 
duced by instruments, vocal cords, cats, and so forth. 
This kind of air should be treated by itself. Wind is 
air with a determination to get somewhere else as 
quickly as possible. The wind idea originated in Chi- 
cago and is rapidly being taken up in other parts of the 
country. Instruments constructed for the purpose 
show that the air moves much more briskly during 
campaign year than during any other. Fresh air is 
air that has just been made and not yet been sampled. 
Students of the geography class should seek diligently 
to discover the places where fresh air abounds. 


necessitate its 


Horrid Thing! 
Miss Peachy 
suavely asked 


“Pardon me! 
Tickle, is it not?” 
J. Fuller Gloom 

“No, I am Miss Pansy 
Tickle,” replied the young lady. 
“But the mistake is natural 
Every one says I look a great 
deal like my sister.” 

Ah, ves! And does your 
sister look as much like you?” 


All Sorts 

‘Things seem crowded here 
in Switzerland.’ 

“Yes, sir,”’ said the landlord, 
“thev are.” 

“All sorts of people about.” 

“Quite so, sir. Do you mind 
rooming with an ex-King?”’ 


Ominous Then 

‘Isn't it 
light in the 
draw near home?” 


“Not at three A.M.” 


pleasant to see a 
window as you 


The Will to Perfection 

“I see a movie man is filming 
Shakespeare.” 

“Has he made 
provements?’ ss 


many im- 


The Obstacle 

“T un’erstood that yo’ was 
cipherin’on marryin’ ag’in, sah?” 

“T was, sah, but how could I? 
I done loaned muh plug-hat to 
Brudder Bogus to w’ar to de 
revival over at Blackburg—de 
hat dat I allus gits mar’d in, 
sah—and de scoun’el isn’t never 
brung it back twell plumb yit!”’ 
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Private Simpson—H Sarge! Look at what ey chile done found 
Sergeant Tanse: Yo’ git out o” here quick now g’wan! Ain’t yo’ got no superstitio Comin’ indoors wit mbrella over vo’ haid? 


The Superfluous Wag 
Sa 


By 1 P. Morca 
= OR a good many years Elmer Hawhee has been 
the village wag and cut-up,” admitted the land- 
lord of the Petunia tavern. “He has given us 


many a hearty laugh and broken the monotony of our 
existence quite a good deal, but now I guess he is 
through. While a little nonsense now and then is 
relished by the best of men, as the feller said, a 
youmerist, if he don’t watch himself, will go from 
bad to worse till he finally be- 
comes too funny. Youmer is like ~—-——— 
liquor; indulged in immoderately it 
gets to biting like a serpent. Elmer 
the gent that invented the conun- 
drum, what is the difference be- 
tween a soldier in the army and a 
butcher in a packing house? One is 
a defender and the other a beef- 
ender. ‘*Most everybody thought 
that was pretty good, and Elmer 
would have continued to be popular 
if he had confined himself to such 
button-busters as that, and his soup 
story, his Hi-rickity-Barlow songs, 
and so forth. But having got started 





any consciences—the feller said he had dealt with the 
most of them and asa general rule they didn’t have. Elmer 
bet him two dollars that they did, too, and he could prove 
it. So, a few minutes after the morning train came in, 
he cajled up over the telephone ’most al] the merchants 
around the square that usually went to the city a few 
times a year to buy goods, and told each of ’em that a 
lady, who looked a good deal like an actress, had just 
got off the train with a rawhide whip sticking out of her 
sleeve, and was coming up the street muttering some- 
thing about a well-known business man. Elmer 
said he didn’t ketch the name, 
pa ome but he hoped his hearer would 
i” let any friend of his that he thought 
might be the one know about 
it, for he guessed it would save 
trouble. 

“Then Elmer took the feller he 
had bet with around the square, and 
when they couldn’t find much of any 
of the business men, except the lame 
ones, the real old ones, and them 
that never went to the city without 
their wives, he said, and the feller 
had to own up and pay up, that their 
consciences must have hurt ’em and 
nA they couldn’t have hurt ’em if they 








on the’ downward path he just kept 
pong. 

“Day before yesterday he got to 
argying with a feller about whether 
the business men of this town have 


Drawn by J. K. Bayans 


Hardup—Here’s that little bill you owe 


Jenks. He’s commissioned me to collect it. low ' — = ~ ‘ast 
Hardcash—He has, eh? Well, I’m glad down on you you ve got to pay casn 


you've got a permanent job at last, old man 


—— hadn’t had any consciences. So | 
reckon Elmer will have to abdicate. 
When you get the business men 


or get out.” 
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“You’ve Never Hap Mucu EXPERIENCE AS A Nurse, Have You?” 


An Echo of Chateau-Thierry 


By Tom L. Masson 


Illustrated by AtBeERT HENCKE 


HE folded over the strip of lint into a long, thin 
ribbon—much too long—and then started to 
wrap up his head with it, tying it finally with a 
bow-knot. 
“That doesn’t seem quite 
doubtfully. 
“You have too much of it.” 
“And oh, dear! I forgot to put anything on it. 
What would you advise? I have some nice bay rum 


ight,”’ she said, 


but no, I believe that iodine is the thing. I have heard 
everybody speak of iodine. I wonder if it’s all right to 
pr it on just as it is?” 


iri 
He watched her with languid interest, his battered 
head on the | illow. 

*You’ve never had much experience as a nurse, have 
you?” he asked. 

“Well—no; and I suppose you are very glad the 
wound is only a slight one—now aren’t you?” 
“Naturally; how did you manage to get in at all?” 
“Oh, you mustn’t tell, but I camouflaged. They 
so badly, you know, and I got through 
you think. I 


needed nurses 
omehow. Besides, I am not so bad as 
can learn.” 

‘You'll have to learn—if you stay here. Let me show 
vou how to fix that bandage—There! Don’t you see?” 

“Why, how wonderful! How did you learn?” 

“T thought I’d be a doctor once and I was ina 
hospital for six months. 


Then I gave it up— 


but I can teach you the main points. Have 
you a book?” 
“Yes, this little text-book. The head- 


nurse gave it to me.” 

“Well, it’s no good by itself, but you get 
some material and [’ll give you a lesson—first 
aid and so on.” 

“How wonderful of you! When shall we 


begin: 





““Now—any time—whenever you come around we'll 
go over the groundwork. I ought to be here a few 
days.” 

In the course of five days, under his instruction, she 
had become quite proficient. 

“Pretty good,” he said, encouragingly, “considering. 
You never did much before, did you?” 

“You mean in the way of real things like this? 
Well, no, I suppose not. I never had to. I used to 
dance a good deal, and have a dandy time. But when 
the war came on I tried to get a job because—well, of 
course you understand—and there wasn’t anything 
I’d learned how todo. But I was lucky enough to get in 
as a nurse’s helper. My! But you’ve done something 
[ was awfully nervous at first. The doctor 
He said, ‘What’s the use? 
Imagine 


for me. 
he knew I wasn’t much good. 

She’s a human being.’ Wasn’t that great? 
him calling me a human being—just like that.” 

“Anybody else in your family in the war?” 

“No. Just Maw and Dad, and he was too old. I 
guess they miss me; but I’m awful glad I got in. It’s 
something to be doing, anyway. You’re a gentleman, 
aren’t you? I could tell it by your hands and your voice, 
right away.” 

“And you’re a lady!” 

“Say! I learned a lot after I got into the war.”’ 

“Tell me!” 

“Some of the boys are—rough stuff 
Oh, they’re all good. I’m crazy about them 
but I guess it’s education that counts.” 

“And maybe home life. But you know, 
really, there are no more ladies and gentlemen 
—just men and women.” 

“Yes; I get that all right.” 

“Then you have learned something, 
haven’t you? By the way, did you know Il 
was going back to the front?” 














See? OE eS = 


“Honest?” 

“The doctor said I should be out tomorrow. This 
thing” —indicating his head—‘‘was a mere scratch. 
Ill be chasing Fritz in a week.” 

“Oh my 


Suddenly, one day two weeks later, just as the sun’s 
rays were slanting in under the row of cots on the east 
side of the great barn, they brought him in again. This 
time he was silent, unconscious 

“Get busy!” ( 
motionless body was laid tenderly on the cot by the Red 
Cross men. “He needs attention badly.” 

She worked over him swiftly and deftly, with 
plendid precision, her lips tightly drawn, the beads of 
crystal perspiration on her healthy cheeks. 

“There!” said the doctor, returning. “He'll do 
Stay by him just now. He’s in bad shape all right, but 
he ought to pull through. Nurse, you do well!” 

After a long while the man on the cot opened his 
eves. Recognizing her, he said slowly at last: 

“Fritz got me—again—but | got him—first!” 
“Don’t talk—you'll be all right——”’ 
“You did a fine job this time—I can feel you 


said the doct 


uid. 

“All due to you—you taught me how.” 

The doctor bustled in once more and examined the 
man critically for a brief moment. The hypodermic 
was taking hold. 

“Nurse,” said the doctor, “you're all right. I wa 
wondering before if you’d ever do—but | must say 
you've caught on. Never saw such an improvement in 
technique. Smart girl! How did you doit? He'll pull 
through and if he does it will be all you. Keep it up! 
How did you learn so rapidly?” 

“He taught me himself—when he was here before.” 

The doctor smiled. 

“So! Perhaps he knew he was coming back, and 
that he would need you.” 

The thought lingered. Next day, renewing his 
dressing, while he smiled at her encouragingly, she 
said: 

“Did you know that you were coming back? Is 
that why you taught me?” 

“No. I wanted to do it, of course—generally —for 
the country, maybe.” 

Then he _ paused, A 


1 to the nurse, as the 





When Espionage Was the Vogue 


By Gertrupe SANBORN 


R. LOWNS, the banker, a mild-eyed little man, 
M and a friend, were dining together at a popular 
restaurant. 

The waiter had just served the soup and was 
bending over Mr. Lowns to be sure it was boiled 
cod he had ordered instead of trout. Mr. Lowns was 
speaking in a level, gentlemanly tone to his companion. 

Suddenly the waiter smothered an ejaculation of 
dismay. He stared hard at Mr. Lowns for several 
seconds and then darted from the dining room. Had 
he better inform the head waiter? No, his should be the 
glory alone. Here was an opportunity to prove himself 


a loyal, wide-awake American. He sped toward a 
telephone booth. 
“Gimme Headquarters—sure, Police» And make 


that a rush order, girlie. Hullo! Say, there’s two guys 
over here—spies or traitors or something. One of ’em’s 
Lowns, the banker. Sure, I know him. He’s been 
comin’ here regular for months. Says he’s goin’ to help 
the kaiser to it! Goin’ to do everything he knows how, 
to assist the Germans! I got ’em on the soup course 
now. I'll hold ’em on the fish till somebody gets here.”’ 

“Dear me!” sighed Lowns, floating a last bit of cracker 
his soupspoon, “ how long that fellowis about our order.” 

\ smooth-visaged man entered the door. His calm 
manner indicated that facetious remarks might be 
hurled at him with impunity, but the glittering star 
inder his lapel brooked no back talk. He held a short 
colloquy with the breathless waiter. Then he advanced 
on Lowns and his friend. ° 

“The waiter has overheard you making treasonable 
remarks,” thundered the star man accusingly. 

“What!” Lowns expostulated, his eyes bulging to 
the point of spilling out of his face. ‘Most absurd! 
Have said nothing of real consequence, whatever, that 
I can recall. What in the world can the fellow mean? 
Ye gods!” 

“He said it right over the soup,” contradicted the 
waiter, “right while he was eating good American 
crackers, and throwing crumbs all over the place, he 
was pitching this country to the dogs! Ain’t I got ears? 
Didn’t you say you was goin’ to do everything for the 

German nation? 
Didn’t you now?” 





wincing fora moment 
under her expert 
hands. 
“Did you,” he 
said, “‘want to learn 
for the country 


or for me?’ \ (| ee, 
She stopped, in- NX Wwe | 
voluntarily. She Sa 
blushed. It was a fi 
nice question. It 
deserved an honest 
answer; and maybe 
it meant a lot for 
her to give the right 
one. There was a 
smile in her eyes 
there was one in his. 


“ Both.” 
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Drawn by A. B. Watxen 





Uncie Sam’s SANTA AND Ours 
Dad—Guess you had better stay 


““My good man- 
faltered poor Lowns, 
then a light broke 
over his bewildered 

- countenance. “Well, 
I never! Ha, ha! 
Why, my friend and 
I were discussing our 
gardens and I told 
him that because of 

the backwardness of 
the season | had ad- 
vised my wife to soak 
ali the seeds in water 
bs before planting them 
xs) as I deemed it ad- 
visable to do all 
possible to assist the 
germination!” 





at home this year, old friend! 
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No Easy Act, 


Drawn by E. W. Kemuce 


THe VAUDEVILLE OF EVENTS 
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All Embracing 
: SHE is a lovely girl with 
’ out doubt, but isn’t she 
rather prim and pious?” 
Rather. When I make 
ve to her, I feel as if I | 


kissing the Soc lety for | A.’ 
Christian Endeavor.”’ : ~\ 
P 7 
Painful Parting r ‘ 
7 
~~ Mf 


Briggs—When I go into a ; < 
, ba Ss a> 
restaurant hese days I in LF “> >. 
. . ’ 
never can make up my mind 


how much to give the waiter | 


Griggs—Why, isn’t ten per 
the usual rule? 
But I hate ‘ep 


to turn over so much cash to 


| be lieve so 


il stranger?” 
Conversation 

Jones—I thought you intended getting rid of Mrs. Brown 

» such a hurry 

Mrs. Jones 


every five minutes? 


Huh, how could I when she interrupted me 


Good Shot 
Howell—When Millie returned Willie’s engagement ring 
he at once presented it to Tillie! 
Powell—A case of killing two birds with one stone! 





Dra y Crso~w Lowrie 


An OPpTICcAlI 


the superintende nt, one fair 


n 


“Why are the pupils so enlarged?” 


“It is our teacher's fault,” they said. “Her name is Bella Dor 





Uncle Sam’s Bit 
= OCTOR, isn’t that an 
awful price for an 
operation ?”’ 
“But, my dear sir, remem 
ber that the government will 
get about two-thirds of it.” 


Addition 
Romantic Young Husband 
What can I add to your 


! 
7 happiness? 


Practical Young Wife 


fy 
¥ wy! More money! 
> 
oe - 
! At Present 


What kind of hen 
* lays golden eggs? 
Father—Any_ kind that 
lays at all 


Johnny 


ud folks so conspicerous 


Splendid Self Control 
She (having played a piano number for him)—I am told 
that you are very fond of good music. 
“Oh, never mind that Continue your playing.” 


Still In Darkness 

“Let’s see! In about what year was it that Sizzler first 
saw the light of day?” 

“He has never seen it at all,” replied old Gaunt N. Grimm. 


“He is a Socialist.” 





ILLUSION 
morning, asked the children of the school at Owatonna 


a. 





Grabbat Lucre, Esq. 


By Harvey PEAKE 


Illustrated by the Author 


IFTY-FOUR years old. 
3uilt upon the Squash architectural plan. 


Overhanging balcony on front fagade. 

Purple complexion. 

No hair. 

Eats with his knife when dining privately. 

Worth $20,000,000. 

Manufacturer of near-wool overcoats for soldiers. 

Keen on culture. 

Says Irving Berlin is America’s greatest musician. 

Wants to know if Galli-Curci is a new cocktail or a 
brand of cigarettes. 


The Penalties of Peace 


HE principal drawback to early Peace resides in 

the fearful possibilities of the political campaign 
that may encompass Germany next summer. One can 
visualize the bill-boards and posters dominating every 
thoroughfare, as for example: 

Vote for Hohenzollern and Hindenburg, the People’s 
Choice, 100 per cent. democratic. Germany for the 
Germans. Vote early and often. 





“Eats Witn His Knrre Wuen Dininc Private cy.” 


Ludendorf and Hintze, 200 per cent. democratic. 
Protection and Prosperity and the Full Stein. 

Scheidemann and Ertzberger, the Equai Rights 
Candidates. Established 1918. 

Harden and Haase, the Old Reliable Tribunes of the 
People. Always the Same. 





Mr. Hohenzollern: 4y Walt Mason 


“Uncle” Walt’s Weekly 


N a castle bleak and chilly dwells the played out 
war lord, Billy; often when the nights are stilly 
one may hear him moan and whine; for his realm 
is torn asunder and his hopes are trampled under, 

and his throne has gone to thunder; surely there is 
cause for brine. 





Drawn by E. Frouer 
We Can Atmost Hear Him Mutter, SEATED BY THE 


Suutrer, Witn His Dreams ALL IN THE . 


CREAKING 
\NNERWETTER!” AND “Gee Wuiz!” 


Gutter, “D« 


Message to Judge 


When he sits beside his casement in his sorrow and 
mourning over his effacement, what a 
throng of thoughts are his! We can almost hear him 
mutter, seated by the creaking shutter, with his 
dreams all in the gutter, “‘Donnerwetter!” and “Gee 
Whiz!” 

Once his vassals, at his bidding, whether serious or 
kidding, in a frantic haste went skidding, gliding on the 
polished floor; now in vain he is commanding, and the 
vassals, idly standing, say, “What bunk is this you’re 
handing? You’re not kaiser any more.” 

There is ncne to kneel and truckle, none to kiss 
his slipper-buckle when he taps with princely knuckle, 
on the table, fcr a stein; all his fawning friends 
were quitters, false and vain and selfish critters; so 
poor Billy takes his bitters; yes, indeed, there’s cause 
for brine. 

tle had hoped to rule the planet; dream majestic, as 
we scan it! But the Yankees came to can it, from 
their home across the sea; fate some irony evinces when 
we see this boss of princes dieting on prunes and quinces, 
pouring down cheap Holland tea. 

Once he sat enthroned in splendor, quite a credit to 
his gender, and his word was legal tender, and his smile 
was good as wheat; now we see him bent and broken 
with insulters round him croakin’, and his name’s a jest 
when spoken; cold as Greenland are his feet. 

Let us take the lesson to us; may ambition never do 
us: may we be content, beshrew us, with the gifts the 
gods provide; be content with what’s accorded, though 
the part seem cheap and sordid; if the tail’s to us 
awarded, let us not demand the hide. 


abasement, 
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uN A, Stetcner, Presid R on Secretar \. E. Rowta Treasur Gra HAMILTON t Dir ’ 
*eERRITON Maxwett, Editor ;. A. W I ry | r LA MAcKAI V E r 
\lucn Apo Asout McApboo in superabum lance is as bad for the moral digestion 
of these persons as unlimited sweets are for the physical 
OMMENTING upon the resignation of Secre- digestion of children. 
tary McAdoo, the New York Times expressed It is strange what emotional differences Cash will 


the hope that the American people would cause in various persons. A newsboy with a few jingling 
“feel some sense « f shame” because “the coins of small denomination in his pocket is happier over 
niggardliness of our democracy toward its _ his balance than a millionaire who has added a fortune to 
servants has again ‘coms elled a public officer of the first his holdings betweert breakfast and luncheon. Anda 
order of worth and capacity to resign an ill-paid office bank clerk who deplores the market quotation on butter 


at a critical time to repair his Le sposags 
W e can’t see it that way, and we 


To have w 
and of Hugh Me C ull 
has been 
the nn 


Adoo does 
ander Hamilton 
measurable in money. It 
tune to be deus ex machina in 
war for freedom. 
unlock many 
Real men do not sell their servic 
for cash. The government pays sm 
big men, anc big salaries to some sn 
br adly, } he who seeks public office 
isinitisa inal or a knave. 


We'd hate to be secretary « 


Site havinw been 00 


doors of opportunity IO! 


all salaries to some 


} 
ana 


ao if Nir \Ic- 
n f Alex- 
loch is an asset not 
Mr. McAdoo’s f 


ancing of the wor 


shoes « ing hours 
hgures 
- Cash will 
1 Cash. 

ill convenient 


_s 
< 
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’ , 
is a Key tha 


es to their country liarities of C 
dozen barrels 


peaking 





allmen. 9OS 





money there 


from his dest 


with no 
inspires in 


+ “tet 
A LOUTIST 


hinese 


of Cash, 
r acoin popular in 
buy supplies on the way. 
ination because he had to pay 





the treasury, grubbing along on , 
ir little old $12,000 per. We'd 
almost rather be the spoiled dar- 
ling of plutocracy, lolling in our 
counting-room, wondering if the 
help will let us run our factory 
ng enough to clean up last 
year s excess profits tax—maybe. 


Harp Casu 


HE word Cash 


magic which causes 
to prick up in any conversation. 
There 


has a 


ear©rs 


are persons in business 
who cannot talk on any subject 
vithout interpolating Cash. 


Sometimes it is mentioned at 
close of a long commercial 
argument with the prefix 
‘spot,’ and the argument ends. 
There are persons who have 
nore Cash than is 
them, and this by 
things with it. 


the 
ine 


good for 
the 
Cash 


prove 
} 





Lines on the First Intimations of 


Returning to Civil Life 


Georce M. Murray, U.S 


By FE 


p” E down salutes, and Navy regs, 
— routine, and 

lars, 
Bring out your 


And /et it cost ten 


} 

thousand dollars! 

The homespun suit, the 
With fireside stuff 

\ “qwelcome’ 


And oh, my dear, such sweet 


silk cravat 


1 upon the mat 


‘ splurge 


It makes me giggle when I muse 
in how the Nav \ used to treat us: 
th ‘ pleasure 


Since lev ve lit the 
to meet us 


now 

Life itself comes o1 

So smite the dishpan, beat the drum, 
Until it shakes the well-known raft« 


Back to civil life we come 


Back, amidst applause ec laughter! 


Creswell 


bowls and casks and kegs, 


rank profusion, 


confusion! 


fuse 


NI « 


col 


r; 








they do 


can look at stacks of Cash at his el 
more agitation t 
him. 
do wonders, and wonc 
who once hired 

Chinese vessel to 
Vans: Kiang was advised by one who knew the pecu- 
currency 
which, by 
Flowery 


"1 


, | ‘ | ° 
speaks voluably and regretfully of the price of eggs 


1 01 
DOW all through bar nk- 


column of 


, 
han a 
lers may 
junk or some 
make a voyage up the 
and barter to lay in a 
the way, is the name of 
Kingdom, that he migh 
He was stalled some istane e 
out cash by 
half bushel in order to get 


th 
tn 


i 


lain 1oods 


© i 
abbage and other: | 
from the natives who knew the 
value of the money and their 
produce. If prices here- 
abouts go much higher for things 
shall have 
the 
Chinese method of finance and 
trade. 


own 


le wish to eat we 
lves to 


peoy 


to adjust ourse 


SIXES SEVENS 

OMANCE is they 
say, but we young 
who is willing to admire 
mother’s 


AND 


dead, 
KnOW a 
man 


} ! 
and fer 


her politics, 
father’s new hat. 
x** *& & & 
Henry Ford says _ that 


Senator-elect New berry ’s friends 
spent too much money in the last 
election. We'd hate to tell you 
what the Michigan Democrats 
say about the money Henry 


Ford didn’t spend. 
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She Did—She was a four-flusher 
ticularly as to her abilities in v: 
sports. “Do you golf?” he d 

“Oh, I love golf,”’ she answered 
play al least 36 holes twice a ch 

And how about tennis? 

‘I won the woman's champi 5 
our state és 

“And do you swin 

“The best I ever did was i! 
straight away,” she replied 


Somewhat fatigued he ch 


literature “And how d 
lir g?”’ he asked 


ae kippled an hour only 


was her unblushing repl; Journ 


lmerican Medical Association 


Rather Discouraging—* Mi 


i} 


ing.’ began the voung man 


the perspiration from his brow, 


tond ot stories 


ss Will 


as he 


‘If thev are ne Mr Woodby 


plied the fair maid 


But the one | was going t 


Miss Willing, is not new,’ 
oung man It I might 
Willing—or, Clara—the old 
but 
(), never mind, George 
she interrupted. “Even if 
is a chestnut, I’m sure I 
ver heard it Go of! 
please! ’’— Pittsburgh Chront 


Telegraph 


She Missed the Cat 
We are glad to learn that 
Mrs. Willets is able to be 
out again. It is nearly two 
months since she kicked at 
the cat and broke her knee ap 
against the door Societs 
has missed her very much. 


Homestown ( Pa.) Banner 


I simply dot: 


said 


old 


Tommy Malaprop 
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The Little Schemers!—lIf it’s tru 
that women are going to wear their skirts 
longer, it’s probably because they want 
the men to look 


Record 


their hats.—Columbia 


Precaution—Jack—Did you tell her 
what you said was in strict confidence? 
Ethel—No; 1 didn’t want her to think 


vas important enough to repeat 
Boston Transcript. 


Exit Grunting with Indignation 





due Worlds Usinor 
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BAD BREAKS 


A Versatile Walker—* My lord walks 
into it as unsuspecting as a baby, and 
WALKS OUT OF IT A DEAD MAN.’ 17 


ers Library 


Why the Editor Left Town—Harcy 
Claycomb is confined to his home with 
the Spanish influenza Miss Minnie 
Luft is also confined to u1s bed with the 
epidemi Monmouth (1il.) Atlas 

Hearts of Oak—‘‘ Whether it be a 
simple garden frock or an elaborate din 
ner gown, Miss Hopson wears it with all 
the wonderful grace and charm typical of 
the true ENGLISHMAN.’’—Halifax Evening 


¢ ourie) 


He Burgled in His Sleep—While 
sleeping soundly last night a_ burgiar 
entered the bedroom of Mr. and Mrs 
Mortimer Wood, who reside on a farm a 
mile out of Whitehall on the Poultne 
road, and succeeded in taking $275 oul 
of the trousers por ket of Mr. Wood which 
were hanging over the back of a chair 


Glens Fal V. Y.) Times. 


Super-Butchery—‘“ He caught him 
forced him at the pistol point to give up 
the stolen property, and then 

cut off one of his EARS. ‘It 











will be BOTH EARS, and both 
hands if I catch you again 
Pictorial Magazine. 


Quiet Stillness—* Ther 
was no sound of war at all 
just the SOUND OF SILENCI 

Evening Standard (Lon 


don). 








Cow-ardly Publicity 
“For sale. Horse suitable 
for BEEF purposes.’’—Shef 
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The Imperial Four-Flusher 
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“ Nous, la Civilisation, la Justice et la For 


you could bluff Civilizati 





ON THE FARM 


A new reason 


Reason for the Exodus 
why boys leave the farm is printed in the 
News Letter of the University of North 
Carolina. “ Thinkers of pulpit, platform, 
sings the bard, “are wallowing in 
deep distress,” seeking to know the hid 
den cause of the migration. Is it longing 
for a taste of faster life? Not at all, 


press,” 


replies the farmer boy: 

I left my dad, his farm, his plough, 

Because my ‘calf became his cow. 

I left my dad, ’twas wrong, of course, 

Because my colt became his horse 
And so with lamb, pig, and even garden 
truck, which “ was his to sell, but mine to 
hoe.”” Can this dark picture be true?— 
New York Evening Post. 

A Festive Bucolic—First Agricultu 
rist—Hello, Cy, whatcha going to raise 
this year? 

Second Farmer—Prices, if the govern- 
ment will let me.—IJndiana polis Star. 


Entirely Too Thorough—A certain 
farmer, who lives not far from Youngs 
town, had the habit of collecting so 
meny old buggies and v-agons that his 
yard was littered with them most of 
the time, 

Che wife of the farmer, who has en 
tirely different ideas about the way things 
should be conducted, resolved to make a 
clean-up. 

Accordingly, she assembled the ram- 
shackle vehicles in an open space, set fire 





tu ne nous bluffera 


pas deux forts! 


La Baionnette (Pari 


> and Force!” 


to them, and gleefully watched them 
disappear. 

When the husband returned from town 
he drove to the back yard, looked about 
him, rubbed his eyes, and cried excitedly: 

“Great bubbling beeswax, Henrietta, 


where is everything?”’ 


“Why,” replied his wife, “I just burned 


upa lot of old trash.” 

The husband gulped, gasped, cleared 
his throat, and then blurted out: 

“But heavens to Betsy, Henrietta, two 


of them wagons and one buggy was, 


borrowed!’’— Youngstown Telegram. 
s s 


Pomado Perfecto 





( noui! Jat fait queue une heure pour 
r cigares de x ls ont un gout 
, > ” 
ae [ade 
I can’t understand it. I waited in line 
an hour to get godd cigars and now this one 
eems worse than ever.”—Le Péle-Mél 
Paris) 








W illic 
Paw, what is meant by straitened cir 
cumstances? 

Paw—Straitened circumstances is high- 
brow language for being down and out, 


A High-brow Definition 


my son.—Cincinnait Enquirer. 

Only Left It a Comb—“ Mamma,” 
said Bobby, “ when you told the new cook 
to dress the chicken, she started to un- 
dress it.”"— Boys’ Life. 

All in a Twinkling—A lady who had 
just received an interesting bit of news 
said to her little daughter: 

“Marjorie, dear, auntie has a new 
baby, and now mamma is the baby’s 
aunt, papa is the baby’s uncle, and you 
are her little cousin.” 

“Well,” said Marjorie, wonderingly, 
“wasn’t that arranged quick!’’— Boston 
Transcript. 


Rebuked—‘“I met our new minister 
on my way to Sunday school, mamma,” 
said Willie, ‘“‘and he asked me if I ever 
played marbles on Sunday.” 

“What did you answer?” asked mother. 

“T simply said: ‘Get thee behind me, 
Satan!’ and walked off and left him,” was 
the triumphant Utica Ob- 


server. 


response. 


Sausages Wanted—Little Pete had 
been a very bad boy. 

His father had heard him using some 
unusually lurid cuss words, and, in order 
to punish him, had placed the lad under a 
barrel, there to remain without his dinner. 

But sister Annabelle Marie felt so 
sorry for brother Petey, she resolved to go 
to him and try to console him. 

“Couldn’t you get me something to 
eat?’ asked Petey, through the bunghole. 

“T’ll go and see,” said Annabelle Marie. 

In a few moments Annabelle Marie 
came back and said through the bung- 
hole: 

“I’m sorry, Petey, but the only things 
I could find wuz some bean soup and some 
custard pie.” — Youngstown Telegram. 

Remembered her Etiquette—M other 
(as Marjorie concludes her prayer)—You 
prayed the Lord to bless mamma and 
papa; why didn’t you ask him to bless 
grandma also? 

Marjorie—I didn’t think it would be 
polite to ask for so much all at once. 
Boston Transcript. 


C 


Something—Bawler 
immensely and _ inci- 
At the party, 
asked to sing 
Face,” the 


MU S iI 


Bawler Said 
admired his wife 
dentally hig wife’s singing. 
when Mrs. Bawler was 
‘There is a Garden in my 
husband glowed with pride. 

It didn’t matter though she had a face 
like that of a hippopotamus and a voice 
like that of an elephant. He sat beaming 
as she sang 

When about 
whispered to his neighbor: 

“Don’t you think my wife’s got a fine 


” 


half-way through he 


voice? 

“What?” 
bit deaf. 

“Don’t you think my wife’s got a fine 
voice?”’ 

“What?” 

“Don’t you think my wife’s got a fine 
voice?” roared Bawler. 

“Sorry,” said the other, shaking his 
head. ‘That awful woman over there 
is making such a frightful row I 
can’t hear a word you say.”—London 


Answers. ° 


said his neighbor, who was a 


Desperate Measures—Edith (visit- 
ing)—I didn’t know you liked classical 
music, but I see you have a number of 
pieces. 

Mame—I hate it, but sometimes one 
has to play it in order to get a man to go 
home.—Kansas City Journal. 


A Profound Revelation—“ What’s 
the use of having grand opera singers in 
the movies? Their glorious voices are 
lost on the public 


“T’ll let you in on a professional 
secret.” 

“Well?” 

‘The stage is full of grand- epene sing- 
ers who think they can act.’’—Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. ® 


Better 
I'wo acts have 


cut out 


A Modest Chap—" 
that first song of yours. 


used it already.”’ 

“Bah, I'll show ’em how it ought to be 
sung,”’ said the vaudeville artist.— Aansas 
City Journal. 

Reincarnated—“Do you know our 
dog howls whenever my daughter 
sings?’”’ 

“Tf there is anything in the theory of 
the transmigration of souls, your dog 


must at one time have been a musical 
critic.”-—Baltimare American. 


Still Got a Chance 





A miner lodging at 
outskirts of a 
fondness for 


Her Ultimatum- 
a certain house on the 
northern city has a great 
music. A friend called to spend an eve- 
ning with him, and after a varied pro- 
gramme of music had been gone through, 
and he was letting his friend out at the 
street door, he remarked: 

“ Aa-m thinkin’ o’ gettin’ a 
dumb-bells, Geordie; will ye 
practise wi’ me?”’ 

This was too much for the long-suffer- 
ing landlady. “Ye hev a pianner, a fid- 
dle, an’ a trumpet,” she shouted down 
the stairs. “‘ No mair musical instruments 
comes into this hoose.”’—London Tit-Bits. 


pair o’ 
cum an’ 





No Idle Interlude 


“What do you do 
to pass the time when politics has ad 


journed?”’ inquired the innocent by 
stander. 

“My friend,” replied Senator Sorghum, 
“the poet has said, ‘All the world’s a 
stage.’ The busiest work is not*done in 
the public performances, but in the 


rehearsals.’’—Washington Star. 


A New View Point—‘“I’m sorry ‘I 
ever asked for his political views.” 

“Why?” 

“T used to think well of him before I 
found that his opinions didn’t agree with 
mine.’’—Detroit Free Press. 

eating the Band to It—''So you don’t 
consider your political rival a leader?” 

“Well,” said Senator Sorghum, “he’s 
the sort of a leader our village band used 
to have. He had to beat time mighty 
carefully so as not to get out of rhythm 
with the men who really knew the tune.” 
—Washington Star. 


A Practical Comparison — “ You 
don’t seem very enthusiastic about 
defending your leave-to-print privilege.” 

“No,” replied Senator Wizeguy. “I 
discovered long ago that two paragraphs 
in the papers out home were worth more 
than half a dozen pages in the Con- 


gressional Record.’’—W ashington Star. 


A Musical Feature 


“‘T suppose you ’ave to ’ave an ear for music to play that instrument?” 


“Go on! 


I don’t play it wiv me ear—I play it wiv me mouth!’ 





’—Passing Show (London). 
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the bill of fare today 
Th Other There's a grease spot 
didn't notice there vesterday B 
Tra ript 






























et . 
ae 6p Took the Hint—Mrs. Gada! 
ii j vou still bothered wi h the awful Bore 
UF : family coming to dine with eve 
BH] a ; 
ny | evenings 
, ao VU G Oh. no hey 
wa 4 t ook the hi 
( Edy ‘ Urs. G Wh 
I 4, : hem 
1 t Mrs. ¢ Oh thing id. I - Him? Well, W / 
! : K it we Sé rved Spo! gt cake ever time \ (L , , 
' they came Indiana polis Sta 
4 ’ f 
\ i ' Democratic Germany 
' : 


a 





i -— i i ho. 
ee te gee ee 
oe 
: 4 ot $s - 


through the war with 


} in town Tele 





outh of the 18-45 class showed 
end his registratior rd Here's m 
ket P “from there 
I 1 going ) k to Ke ri 
/ n Grace 
Knocking Them A i¢e—I’'m no 
good for the irn sir ] ve got } er 
iy , aut rand Loes 
urd r oul. 7 Deoctor—Nonsense! J ist the things on 
I f Be i route march for knocking down nails 
av ipplied t t ; vour boots! We qi] {dvocat 
‘ i 1 tr 
[ J eitu Le R / Fellow Prisoners 


ee cee 


The Only Things Left Can 


give me something left from your 
meal to eat, ma’am?”’ asked the tramp 
the kitchen door 


“But, my man, you couldn’t eat 





pits,” said the boarding-house lady 
Yonkers Statesman 
i Precocious Kentucky—In additior { } 


to wholesale births in Pendleton County 
the babies are now reported born with 
this is the 


valhiana 


teeth I hey seem to torget Le Fr 
not the Fletcher.—< The Che 


Democrat. Par 


Hoover age 
(Ay. 


Asking Too Much Cua/)/ 
What’s all the fuss? 
Captain Ph Th oughbe 
to being vact 
Why 
‘He said he wanted to see 


Georgian’s Route to Berlin 
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Altruistic—‘‘ Henry, I must have a 
new car.”’ 
“We can’t afford it We'll have our 


last 


vear's car done over.” 


“Impossible. That spiteful Mrs. Grib- 
ble would be sure to recognize it.” 

“Hard-hearted woman, would you 
deny your neighbor such keen satisfac- 
tion?”’—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


you have 
asked Mrs. 


Vocabulary—“ Couldn’t 
fixed up the flivver yourself?’ 
Chuggins 

“Yes,” answered her husband; “but 
I like to take it to the shop on ein a while 
rhe repair man has a harsh temper and 
the 


new ideas.” 


way he talks about it gives me some 
Washington Star. 


Such a Frankness 





“They seem 
with their 


To the Manner Born 
to have a lot of trouble 
“Ves. Her husband is one of those 


expert accountants who imagines he was 


a born mechani Louisville Courier- 
af, urnal 
Just as Good—Helter—Have you a 


book called ““How to Acquire a Good 
Carriage’’’ 
Clerk—No, sir, 
Ways to Obtain 
Toledo Blade. 


here is “Seven 


Automobile.” 


but 
an 








DARKYISMS 


Comparing Notes—It seemed that 
when Rastus and Sam died they took 
different routes; so when the latter got to 
heaven he called Rastus on the ’phone. 

“Rastus,” he like it 
down thar?” 

“Oh, boy! Dis here am some place,” 
replied Rastus. “All we has ter do is to 
wear a red suit wid horns, an’ ebery now 
an’ den shovel some coal on de fire. We 


iid, “how yo’ 
sald, l V ) 


don’t work no more dan two hours out ob 
de twenty-four down here. But tell me, 
Sam, how is it with you up yonder?” 

“Mah goodness! We has to git up at 
fo’ o’clock in de mawnin’ an’ gathah in de 
stahs; den we has to haul in de moon and 
hang out de sun. Den we has ter roll de 
clouds aroun’ all day long.” 

“But, Sam, how comes it vo’ has ter 
work so hard?” 

“Well, to tell de truf, Rastus, we’s kin’ 
o’ short of help up here.’’—Cassells Sat 
urday Journal. 


Germania’s Vain Dream 


Kitchen Colloquy—‘“ Is de left hind 
foot of a rabbit a sign of luck?”’ 

“*Tis,”’ remarked Mr. Erastus Pink- 
ney, ‘if you owns de rest of de rabbit.” 
Washington Star. 


Too Much Arithmetic—Uncle Mose 
Lightfoot approached a clerk in the drug 
store and inquired: 

“Got any three-cent stamps?” 

“No,” the clerk replied, “we're all out 
of threes.” 

“Dat’s too bad,” Uncle Mose, 
‘’cause dis letter ought to go out to- 
night.” 

“We have plenty of twos.” 

‘But dis letter goes out ob town 

And we have plenty of ones.”’ 

‘But one won’t take it.”’ 

“Couldn’t you put 
one?’ 

“Huh?” 

“Or three ones? 

As the old man ambled toward the 
door he scratched his head and answered: 

“Maybe I could; maybe I could; 
but I ain’t got no time to be foolin’ 
roun’ tryin’ to add up.”—Youngstown 
Telegram. 


said 


on a two and a 
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WHEEZES 


The Safer Way—‘“He called his 
mother-in-law an old cat.”’ 

“That took some courage.”’ 

“Oh, he didn’t do it in words; he sent 
her a package of c@nip.”—Boston Tran- 
script. 

Home-Made Proof—‘*Do you be 
lieve in heredity?” 

“Of course I do,” 
egotist. “Why, I’ve 
brightest boys you ever saw.” 
ton Star. 


replied the gentle 
got one of the 
Washing 


No Romance—‘“ Prince, Cinderella 
has left her slipper behind.” 

“Well?” 

“Your cue is to find her and marry 
her.” 

“Not with shoes at present prices. 
\ girl as careless as that with footgear 
would never make a thrifty wife.”- 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 
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The Love Interest—4”% to 100%: By Lawton Mackall 


murmur sweet nothings in 
anybody’s shell-like ear. Nay, 
rather, attired in a simple 
but effective sweeping-wrap- 
per, he is called upon to re- 
pel the advances of a squirm- 
ing adventuress from Hobo- 
ken, so that he may remain 
safe and secure from her and 
for her till the last act. No, 
the hero of this show must be 
something far more roman- 
tic—a theatrical manager. 
Victim of a vampire-forged 
misunderstanding with the 
child-like leading lady he 
moodily sells out his interest 
in the show-within-the-show 
and joins the army of captains. Their reconciliation 
he must have some youthful person near at hand to re-_ takes place in a mute (we are thankful for that) tab- 
lieve him of that responsibility. Thus the Music Mas- _leau, in a blue haze and on an exceptionally romantic 
ter had a daughter who got married, and he beamed set of stone steps. One can imagine her murmuring, 
encouragement upon a love-shy ‘cellist; just as the ethereal star that she is, “My captain! my manager!” 
Auctioneer cheered on his fair ward and the smart All of which relieves Ed Wynn of entire responsibility, 
young promoter of Jersey “‘bungle-sites.”” The de- so that he is in high spirits all evening. 

lightful old boy who went to the Old Lady’s Home Where the love interest is expanded till it constitutes 
with his wife as “Old Lady 31,” loved her devotedly, the active principle of the drama, most anything is 
likely to happen. For plays, like people, 
when wholly taken up with tender or 
tough passion, go to extremes. Un- 
less blessed with humor and strong 

individuality they are a bore. 

“Tiger, Tiger!”’ that un- 
garnished passion study in 
which Frances Starr as a 

cook and Lionel Atwill as 

a sober statesman are 

pounced on by an un- 

caged impulse, has caused 
much lifting of eyebrows 
and crowding at the box 
office. But some of the 
earnest souls that come 
to be shocked remain to 
snooze. However, “Tiger, 
Tiger!” is the most popular 
animal act on the Belasco 
Circuit. 

Equally biological, but in a 
symbolic and poetic way, is Maeter- 
linck’s charming fantasy, “The Be- 
trothal,”’ an imaginative depiction of what 
goes on inside a young man when he is 
selecting his mate. His six preliminary 
sweethearts help him on his quest for the 
Girl he will eventually Get; his thronging 

forefathers contribute the predilections of 


OME. people can live 
without love, but 
very few plays can 
No clinch equals no 
punch; no sighs 

equals no show. Though the 
play be a sociological drama 
with the purpose of revealing 
the awful conditions in the 
overshoe industry, or a farce 
about the ridiculous predica- . 
ment of a fat man, or a stage 
adaptation of a historic in- 
cident in the career of Abra- 
ham Lincoln of Belshazzar 
or Sitting Ball, somebody 
has got to fall in love with 
somebody. 

If the main character is too old for Romeo purposes, 





but some less antique affection was thought 
necessary: hence the sweet young visitor 
and the ambitious lad (young lovers 
in plays about old people are 
always “lads”). In short, no 
dear old person is a dear old 
person until he has the super- 
vision of at least one young 
romance to his credit. Cyril 
Maude as ex-Captain Cor- 
bett in“ TheSaving Grace” 
would be a_ gentleman 
and an old soldier in vain, 
as far as the audience 
is concerned, did he not 
maneuver the alliance of 
the doting pair. Yarn- 
telling Bill Jone® of “ Light- 
nin’”’ can be as prevaricating 
and shiftless as he pleases 
provided he works as match- 
maker. Indeed, the technically 
correct title of that play would be 
“Under the Auspices of Lightnin’ 
just as the technically correct title of 
“Three Wise Fools” would be “Under 
the Auspices of Three Wise Fools.” 

A comedian is more or less ex- 
empted from amatory obligations. A 
few smirks and girlward frisks are all ; 


















the gallantry required till he grabs ' heritage; and his future children help 
the mate assigned to him in the ; > him recognize their mother. If this is 
line-up at the final curtain. Thus how wives are chosen, some people we 
in “S Time” Ed Wy hougl » know ainly have it in f 
in “Some lime y ynn, though Phoebe Foster, of “By Pigeon Post, now must certainly ave it in ior 
of doting age, is not expected to at her daily cooing lesson. their symbolic advisers! 
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A \ John Held Jr. _ ; 
A man may not have loved, but 


“ . . ss ‘re lives nc 3 rho has 
Alone with a man—an attractive man. there live no man who has not 
been loved. 
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“If forbidden sweets are sweetest. -o are forbid- “There are two kinds of people in the world: those who 
dea men most tempting.” have something the matter with them and won’t see a 
doctor and those who have nothing the matter with 


them and are continually running to one.” 


\( 


(> 
“Who was it that said there is nothing so absorbing as 
the love of a married woman?—and few married men 
know anything about it.” 





“I suppose you think it takes a bachelor to 
criticise a husband.” “‘Exactly, you don’t have 
to have pneumonia to learn how to treat it.” 
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Tue Doucusoy’s FAREWELL To FRANcE—As SEEN BY A BRIGHT AND EARLy 














‘Lent Fate AAC 


Strategic Advantage 
Ry Laeer. Srernes Cornisn, 0.1. 7. C.F triillery, A. FE. t 
Fr 


MAJOR, attired in his raincoat, was cross ing 

the parade ground one rainy morning when 

a young medical officer, hastening toward shelter, 
came past and saluted without slowing down 

“Wait there a minute 


ever salute when a 1e double time 
“NN lut I t the double t 


lieutenant,”’ called the 
major 
Strictly against regulations.” 

With that, the major launched out upon a 
long lecture on the significance and value of the 
salute, while the lieutenant, now standing stiffly 


at attention, was drenched to the skin 


\ few days later, the major was afflicted with 


toothache and sought the services of a dental 


As he reclined in the chair, he thought 


he detected 


surgeon 
a peculiar expression of satisfaction 
on the young dentist’s face 

**Look here,”’ he said suddenly 
seen you before?’ 


‘Haven't I 
‘Yes, sir,’ was the answer, “you were speak 
ing to me the other morning about saluting—”’ 

‘Great Scott!’ yelled the major, leaping 
from the chair and starting for the door, “I’ve 
had some close calls in my time, but never any 


thing to compare with this one.”’ 


Wrist Duty 
By Henay M. Deas, U.S. S. Pr 

Gob (to O. D.)—May I have permission to go 
over to the Y. M. C. A., sir? 

O. D.—Have you a watch 

Gob—Yes, sir 

O. D.—What is it? 

Gob—A Waltham, sir 


Monsieur Rastus 
4. Brane, Co., A, 198th Inf., A. EB. F., 


rance 


By Pvr. Ep 


French 
Nigger, how long 


American Negro Private (to 
Colonial negro private) 
has you been over here? 

No answer. 

“Nigger, how long has you been over 
here?” 

Again no answer. 

With emphasis, “I said, nigger, how 
long has you been over here?” 

Colonial Negro—Parlez-vous francais? 

imerican Private—Oh, nigger, you ain’t 
been over here ‘hat long! 


Drawn by Gro. A. Fisn, Camp Upton, N. ¥ 
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This Week’s Best Soldier Joke 


On the Tear 
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Here's a Spicy One 


Ry Pwr. Frascis McC arntay, Base Hospital, Brownsville, Tezras 


“Pa, what are ‘seasoned troops’?”’ 
“Those that have ‘pep’ and ‘ginger’ in ’ein, I 


suppose.” 


Collecting Trouble 


By Cuerx Fraxx Baataovomew, ( E, Hdgr., Corvallis, Ore 


The negro sergeant had the latest bunch of 
recruits lined up for initial drill 

‘Now,” he said, “every numbah foah man in 
the front rank will be co’poral. De co’porals 
will now pass around de hat, an’ all you niggahs 
razzahs. We ain’t goin’ have 
who’s boss durin’ dis drill 


will drop in yo’ 
no argyfyin’ ovah 
period - 


? sT oe 
FRIEND ~ emarry woven 


MAJOR ON THE FELLERS 
= WHO HAVE ONLY 


PRIVATES” FOR 








A First-Ciass Private 


EGypTiANn ARTIST 


Deck 


Mid the Foam 


By T. Hannay Tuoompson, Naval Aircraft Factory, Philadelphia 
an Wee 
AS the last note of Taps cut the night air and 
the inexorable Lights Out enshrouded the 
camp with the black mantle of night, a fresh 
young rookie bawled out, in the most captainish 
basso he could assume, 
““As you were, Bugler, I’m all lathered for a 
shave.’ 


The Quest of Comfort 
By Pvt. Francis McCarruy, Base Hospital, Brownerille, Terar 
Headmaster 
ing out of bed? 
O’Brien—I just got out to tuck myself in, 
sir. 


Well, O’Brien, what are you do- 


Oh, Doctor! 

By Cuerx Frank Bartnotomew, Co. E, Hdgr., Corvallis, Ore. 

‘I want some intelligent men as_ hospital 
orderlies,”’ announced Lieutenant Worley. “ Any 
pharmacists in the company.”’ 

\ flaxen-haired individual shuffled forward 

“Ve gods!”’ said the lieutenant, “are you a 
pharmacist?” 

“Shure ay bane pharmersis” was the indig- 
nant reply. “Vy, ay bane work on pharm all 
mae life!”’ 


Variety Is the Spice of Life 

By Corp. W. N. Jones, 2nd Machine Gun Bn., Quantico, Va 

It was his first day as a boot, and he was hav- 
ing a tough job executing orders. The sergeant, 
considerably exasperated, yelled: 

“Say, what did you do on the out- 
side?” 

“TI was a bookkeeper, sir.” 

“T thought so,” the sergeant 
mented. 

The next morning, after a series of fizzles, 
the company’s commander again picked 
him out. 

“Say, you, 
outside?” 

“] was an electrician, sir,” was the re- 
sponse. 

“Eh?” the sergeant said. “I thought 
you told me yesterday you were a book- 
keeper.” 

“I was, sir,” 


boo t. 


com- 


what did you do on the 


replied the unabashed 
“But I got another job.” 
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December 28, 1918 


Some Salute! 
Squadron 9 (am 


; Caper Ss. W. Duke, p Dick, Texas 


At I one of the army posts in the West a sentry 

was posted on a large hay-rick to look out tor 
fires. One day the Inspector General appeared 
it the post and seeing this immense hay-rick rode 
[his day the sentry was a negro from 
his hat 
taking 


over to it. 
Georgia and he 
over one eye 


was lying down with 


and his blouse unbuttoned 


life easy. When the General caught sight of 
him, he shouted: 

“Who are you and what are you doing up 
there?” 


some kind of a watchman,”’ re- 


““Who’re 


appreciating that this was not 


‘I guess I[’se 
plied the negro. 
he general, 
impertinence, replied: 


you?” 


‘I guess I am some kind of an Inspector Gen- 
eral.’ 
‘My 
the shifty 
straighten his hat and come to attention at the 
givin’ you 


negro, standing up on 
button his blouse, 


said the 
and trying to 


Gawd" 
hay 
time, “I guess I'd better be 
kinda salute.”’ 


same 


some 


Same as at Home 
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“Here, K. P. bring us some more milk.’ 
“Ic an’ . y 

“Why?” 

“The water is shut off 
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Drawn by Pau J. Hanson, U.S. S,. 
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With the Stars 


By Pvr. James Gapetie, 
I am on sentry go 
And the night is filled with st 
I wonder what May is doing? 
And if she still wears my ring 
How beautiful the stars are! 
And how rotten the chow was 
The air is like a draught of wi 
And the mosquitoes like a mil 
From afar comes the scent of 
And new mown hay. 

My feet are wet, and I will ha 


sahickon Barracl 


irs! 


oa oe 
tonignt: 
ne 

lion devils. 


clove! 


"Em So W 


s, Cape May, 


IDE 


N 


ve rheumatism. 


And chilblains before morning. 


But the stars are beautiful! 
tiful! 

As bright as May’s eyes—and 

The O. D. is trying to catch n 

The same old stall. 


Oh, H ! 


ly God 


as ¢ old 
1e napping 


A Foot-Note to History 








On His Mind 


Cuapman S. Hoce, /st Co., ( 
1. (., Ft. Adama, R. I. 


By Py 


Private Williams was always 
present at mail call to receive his J 
daily perfumed missive, but one f 
lay, thinking to have a little fur 
he clerk reversed the proceed 


ngs and read the return ad 
iress, “‘Miss Annie Smith 
‘Here,”” Private Williams 





mmediately yelled 





In the Teeth of the Kale 


By R. Srraicxianp, U.S. 8. Rhode Islay 


An ensign newly on the ship, 
while standing watch on deck, 
‘phoned down to the bridge 





J 


how beau 





Not in the Family 
By Carr. A. H. Porscn, U. 8. A 
HE colonel of a regiment of colored troops on 
being passed by an enlisted darky, was not 
Believing that the neglect in saluting 
to lack of instruction, he called the atten- 
the man’s captain to the matter. The 
capli 1in had the dus ky soldier brought before him 
and asked him if he did not understand the regu- 


saluted. 
was due 


tion of 


lations about saluting, to which the ebony one 
replied 

‘Yas, sah; I knows ’bout salutin’ and I salutes 
you, and Mars Jim, and Mars Tom, but they’s 


one man about this here camp with a couple o’ 
tin chickens on his shoulder a-tryin’ bait 
next time I sees him I’se goin’ to 
him.” 


to us 
niggahs an’ de 
tear dem right offen 


Bulls on the Briny 
By Laeer. H. P. Pucn, Tank Cor 1.E£. F 
The following landlubberisms were overheard 

aboard ship on the way over. 

Officer watching the other ships of the convoy, 
“Oh, look at that ship with four chimneys on it!” 
Sergeant reporting to the officer of the guard 
after having posted his relief on the hurricane 

deck: ‘Sir, the guard is posted on the roof.” 
Officer spying open port hole, hurriedly yelled: 

“Hey you, close that loop hole.” 


France 


down there, 


Relic Hunters 





the Marines gathered 
they took good 


When 


souveniys, 


Marty REMARKS 
up Hun helmets for 


ire to have the owners inside.” 
— a Why Ships Are Feminine 
~— Atk — By Pvr. J. D. McMaster, U. 5. Naval 
I } dir Station, Miami. Fla 
, a — The longer that I am in the 
. fn SQuAwken} } navy the greater grows on me the 
lat? t ) 
. , HAT SHELL ° ° ° . 
Cs |cAN TGOOFF | realization of how much girls 
i ESS ITS be resemble ships. Now I know 
HE ¢ Rees 
a j why all vessels are feminine. 
First, there are the battleship 
girls—huge, broad of beam, pon- 
derous, and powerful. You 
understand,—the sort of girl you 
like to see other people dance 
with. 





Then there are the girls who 
are like cruisers. They are built 
on slight lines, quick, agile, al- 
most thin; the kind of girl who, 
with a paring here and there, 
might almost be called skinny. 

Of course there are the girls 
who correspond to the battle 
Picture them yourself. 
snub- 


cruisers. 
And there are the short, 
nosed sort, who would be trawlers 
if they were ships, and the in- 








‘Bridge, Bridge, I called you 
wice. Why did you not an 
swer?”’ 
Man on Bridge—Well, what 
lo you want? 
Ensign—Seaweed — seaweed Drawn by L. 


dead ahead. 


Y. SHANKS, 


Armed Guards U.S. N. 
Mucu Apo Asout 


NAwrTHIN! 


describable creatures who, like 
the transports, carry you away. 

















COHAN & HARRIS 2 isi fst 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THREE FACES EAST 


A Play of the Secret Service by Anthony & Pau! Kelly 
With a notable cast including Emmett Corrigan & Violet Heming 
Theatre, West 42nd Street, Eves. 8:15. | 


REPUBLI Matinees W ednesday & Saturday, at 2:15 


A. H. WOODS presents 


FLORENCE REED 


In “ROADS OF DESTINY” 


A new play in a prologue and 4 acts. By CHANNING POLLOCK 








CHARLES DILLINGHAM PRESENTS 


VERYTHING 


de HIPPODROME 


STAGED BY R. H. TE a ¥.Se 
Evenings at § ib 





“Enough of Everything’ for 10 musical comedies 
Matinees ius? 
Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. at 8:30 
Matinees Wednesday & Saturday 2:30. 


ELTINGE ioc nos 
UNDER ORDERS 


With SHELLEY HULL & EFFIE SHANNON 
BOOTH ‘Wiatinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:30. 
a8 Be Calm, Camilla 
WINTER GARDEN ° Wrenn sis 
AL JOLSON in SINBAD *23= 


Tues. Ms ae 
A s ey oO R Broadway and 45th Street Evenings 8:30 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15. 


musica LITTLE SIMPLICITY 


CASINO Broadway and 39th Street. Dvenings 8: 8:15. 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 























as SO E I wiTH 
masts SOME TIME , i, 
Unavailing 
By Josern P. Hanranan 
REAM not, Madame, the artist’s line 


And subtle curve of Winter dress 
Which unsuspecting men impress 
Reveal to al your form divine 


You look quite slim, I don’t deny, 
Although you know you're rather stout. 
Too bad that there are men about 

Who watched you bathing in July! 


A Hard Luck Guy 
“You can’t find a needle in a haystack.” 
“Say, if there was a needle in a haystack I 
could locate it by jabbing in one finger.” 





Broadway and Thereabouts 


Jottings of a Theatre-Fan Anent 








the Shows in New York 
By L. M. 
Be Cautm, CamitLa—Booth Slightly 
built, but capable of keeping strong 


men guessing. 


BetTRoTHAL, THe—Shubert. Mating a la 
Maeterlinck. 

Betrer Ore, Tuoe—Cort. Old Bill, ably 
flanked by Alf and Bert, still uproari- 
ously carrying on. 

31G Cuance, Tue—g&th Street. Mary 


Nash discovers a large opportunity to 

get melodramatic. 

Picton Post—Cohan. What a little 
bird told him about the enemy’s plans. 
Canary, THe—Globe. The plot delicately 

withdraws in favor of Mr. Cawthorn 

and the ladies. 

Crowpep Hour—Selwyn. Jane Cowl 
goes to France to find him and finds 
herself. 

Dappies—Ly 
taming act. 

Dear Brutus—Empire. William Gil- 
lette’s Christmas contribution is a new 
play by Barrie. 

Every THING—H ip podrom é. 
tertaining. 

Forever Arrer—Central. 
Red-Crossed in love. 
FrienpLyY Enemies—Hudson. The loy- 
alty question occasions Sam Bernard 
and Louis Mann a succession of dialect 


By 


ceum. Grand bachelor- 


Vastly en- 


Alice Brady 


flare-ups. 
Girt Bexinp THE Gun—New Amster- 
dam. Musical ado in a made-in-Broad- 


way France. 

Giorianna—Liberty. Eleanor Painter’s 
bogus widowhood is alleviated by 
extensive singing and dancing. 

L’Annonce Faite A Marie—V ieux Col- 
ombier. A chance to find out what a 
French imagiste play looks like. 

Licutnin’—Gaiety. An old settler in a 
divorce colony. 

Litrie Simpuicitry—Astor. Musical “ ro- 
mance” of the sort that Broadway con- 
fidently expects and insists on getting. 

Muipnicut Frotic—Cocoanut Grove. Mr. 
Ziegfeld’s revelry unit breaks out in a 
new bill. 


Mipnicut Wuirt—Century Grove. Non- 
languorous lassies. 
Notuinc But Lies—Longacre. Willie 


Collier’s conception of the advertising 
business. 

Ou, My Dear—Princess. As ultra-ultra 
as Bolton and Wodehouse could make 
it, with music to match. 

OrerA Comique— Park. 
“Pinafore” and the like. 

PLAcE In THE SUN, A—Comedy. Chuck- 
ing class distinctions jolly well over- 
board. 

RepempTion—Plymouth. John Barry- 
more triumphs in the toils of Tolstoi. 


“ Mikado,” 








JUDGE 
Rippte: Woman, THe—Fulton. Hav- 
ing felt a bit cramped in the Harris 
Theater, Bertha Kalich chokes her 
villain in these more commodious 
quarters. 
Roaps or Destiny—Republic. No mat- 
ter which way he chooses, the same 


girl gets him. 

SinpAp—Winter Garden. Calculated 
within three-hundredths of a gag 
please the fatigued man of affairs. 

SLEEPING PARTNERS. Bijou. Somno- 
lence as a chaperon. 

Some Time—Casino. Francine Larri- 
more’s romance is stalled trom time to 
time by the intrusion of Ed Wynn and 
girls in tights. 


to 


Tea For Toree—Maxine Elliott. A plea 
for the education of husbands. 
Turee Faces East—Cohan €& Harris. 


Bafflingly reversible spy gituations. 
Turee Wise Foots—Criterion. 
gazooks and a young gazelle. 
Ticer! Ticer!—Belasco. Combining the 
Song of Songs and the Jungle Book. 
Unper Orpers—Eltinge. Effie Shannon 
is wrapt up in Shelley Hull, but steels 
herself to capture him as his German 
double. 
Unknown Purpie, Toe—Lyric. Rich- 
ard Bennett as a chemist of thrills. 


Old 


All in the Point of View 

The Tattooed Man—I don’t see you wearing 
your wrist-watch any more. 

The Contortionist—Yes I am, but the wrist 
was such an inconvenient place for it when I 
wanted to look at it that I’m wearing it on the 
back of my neck. 


What Was Wrong 

Woman Engineer—There’s something wrong 
with this engine. 

Foreman of Car Shops—Impossible. 


It was 


all right when it left the shop this morning. 
I haven’t 
Mavbe 


Woman Engineer—Well there is. 
caught a cow with the cow-catcher yet. 
the thing isn’t baited properly. 
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Drawn by Cuas. Tamare 
Mabel (To Fair Divorcée)— You 
no doubt? 
Arabel—I suppose so. Such, at least, has been 


my custom. 


‘ll marry again, 
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Hurrah for us! I guess this is the « 


The Champion Athlete 
By Artemus Warp Uttin 


HEN the last analysis of athletes is 
made,” Earle E. Wurme gave it as his 
opinion, stepping boldly onto the 
believe Persian or Oriental rug which was 
arm-swinging 


make- 
placed directly in front of the 
corner of the Nineteenth Hole, “‘ when the ulti 
analysis of athletes is made,” he said, “‘it 
will be found that a certain girl, typifving the 
average American maiden, is the best all- 
arounder of them all—worthy of wearing the 
laurels, the bay, the evergreen, or the commonly 
called honors. Men? A couple of tuts, a sixth 
of a dozen poohs, and a like and similar number 
of tushes! Men, for strength, agility, fleetness 
and the et ceteras and trimmings of the ath-a- 


mate 


letic life, are not gamboling in the same field 
with her. Listen: 
*“*She’s only a handful of femininity; a doll 


baby; a bundle of charming attributes—and all 


the other flowery, flossy, fluffy things men call 
girls. Doesn’t weigh more than a hundred, 
maybe; is frail; not at all built as are our 


hammer-throwers, our weight-lifters, our general 
strong men. Her muscles are as soft as her 
sweetest word. And yet when she cares to she 
can perform feats of which no man may think 
at least a second time. Discus throwers, 
ball pitchers, and such are rated as some beans, 
but you should see this girl cast her eyes up to 
heaven! Have you noticed the stars at night? 
They are the eyes of maidens that have been 
cast up there by their owners. So much for her 
skill at throwing. 

“Strong? She can take the hardest heart of 
man and break it into little pieces. The world’s 
highways are strewn with particles of life’s 
beating articles called hearts which she has scat- 
tered after breaking. And these form the dust 
which gets in your eyes when you drive Her 
along the road in your chugger ’neath the light 
of the moon 

“Her hands are dainty, suited for playing the 
piano, tennis, love or the ukulele. Such splen- 
did little fingers! Yet she can take the biggest, 
heaviest, strongest, most muscular man and 
wind him around her little finger. 

““Her speed? She isn’t at all a fast girl, yet 
her speed is something wonderful. In her race 
with man she wins in a walk. I’ve often won- 
dered what she could do in a run. Though, 
parenthetically, I can tell you what a woman 
can do in the long run; but a married woman, of 
course, doesn’t come under the head of cham- 
pion athlete. She earns that title before, as 
some one says, she passes through that marriage 
ceremony established by the Jewish law maker, 
Hymen. But even when married she is an 


base- 
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SN’T 


Créme 


yr ducks all right! 





it a pleasure to 
open smile and a hearty laugh ? 

You need not be ashamed to smile if you use Dr. Sheflield’s 

Dentifrice. It 

dentifrice can and should do. 

teeth, keeps healthy teeth sound and leaves a refreshed, 

pleasant aftertaste. 


frank, 


meet a person with a 


everything that a good 
It cleans and whitens th« 


does 


Dr. Sheffield’s Créme Dentifrice is formulated in accor- 


Dr. Sheffield’s is extremely reasonable m price 
As the oldest, most experienced tooth paste manu- 


dance with the latest accepted theories of dental science; 
the best and purest ingredients are used. 


-10c and 


facturers in America, it is our belief that a better dentifrice 


elastic hurdler—by 

which I mean that 

when she is cornered 

she can dodge neater 25c. 

than we of the mas- 

culine mass ever cannot be produced. 
dreamed. And asa 


hurdler, I refer you 
to the manner in 
which she can jump, 
leap or overstep all | 
bounds, except those 
of Propriety 

‘In games she ex- 
cels. To her it is 
not work; she sim- 
ply plays with men, 
and wins every 
time. Take it by 
and large, the aver- 
age girl is the great- 
est little athlete of 
them all. And I back my assertion by mar- 
riage and divorce courts. The one which unites 
and then, twisting a letter, unties.”’ 


| ESTABLISHED 
1850 


Disqualified 
Willis—The Hohenzollerns have no part in 
the government over there now, have they? 
Gillis—No. You see, Germany formed a 
council of Soldiers and Workmen 
kaiser and his sons don’t belong to either class. 





Dra by Cuester Gave 
GIVING 


and the 


THE BRIDE 


Ask your druggist for 


DR: SHEFFIELDS 





Send roc In stamps 
for a medium-size 
Wy tube, or 25c for full 
size. Note how pleas 
antly and thoroughly 
this exquisite denti 
frice does its work 
Sheffield Dentifrice 
Company, 421 Canal 

i ‘ork City 



















Not Guilty 


there are sixteen members in 
interestedly inquired the 
“How many of them are 


“Ah! So 
your family?” 
spectacled tourist. 
adults?” 

“None a-tall!” replied Mr. Gap Johnson, 
of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “I reckon you are 
thinking of that there trifling Trasher family, 
down the road. All my folks behaves their 


selves.” 


Mu My 
il , 


AWAY 
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HOTEL FLANDERS 


New York City 
133-137 West 47th St. 
JUST OFF BROADWAY 


k 





The right kind of a hotel in the right locality In the 
h part of th heatre « t and | adjacent to the shopping 
ce ~ vely eproof xcellent cuisine and an 
exces mal or hest ra \ large addition just completcd 


containing library, grill and billiard hall 


Handsomely Furnished Rooms, 
Private Bath 


$2.00 Per Day Upward 


From Grand Central Station, cars marked ‘Broadway 





without transfer; Penney! a Station nl 
without transfer Booklet upon request 
H.R SHARES Pro, 

















OMEIKE’ ~ Soe me pony BUREAU 














send y ia news + 
gipp: ngs W y appear about you ir fnend ar 
n which y ay want to be “up-to-date.” E very new 
pee ond pe nodical of importance in the United States and 
murope is searched Terms $6.00 per 100 notices 
}HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 





Some Joh for Old Kris 














’ Wil Bu 45 U > 

' ome jueezir > ‘ 

i? 

‘ A Past While You Wait 

t Family trees traced back satisfactorily to 





: 


~ 


concerned 
4 1 
¥ cestors whe! 


ML: 


in doubt about 


W hy be 


I guarantee satisfac 


your an 


tion? Choice 


given between Plantagenet and Languedo 
families *‘rompt attention given to mai 
orders. Write for my big handsomely illus 
trated catalogue 


FLUKE 
gical Expe ri. 


HORACE DI 


Crene alo 











sh<> Soothe Your 
a\ Itching Skin 


<> With Cuticura 


All druggists; Soap 5. Ointment D & 0, Talcum 5 
Sample each free of ‘Outicura, Dept. B, Besten.” 

















“ 
WITH the COLLEGE WITS 


Irrepressible, 


‘When the Boys Come Home” 


By KatHARIN! 


Wa if 
that 


Havitann TayLot 


eo NM 


Suc Joyous, Irresponsible 


in France 


I did get a letter from 
other *‘ Femmes” 


sana Mt 


some 
I kne w, 

maybe a ower and 

nashed up in a letter 


And fl lock of hair, all Smile, Smile, Smile! 











‘ 


What if I did get a picture of one wearing the 
lid of a dirty Hun ro- 
her e } =) 





What could I do but get 


Something to lam on her little head? 


The milliners was all shot dead! 
Sad? Oh, it was something fierce; if | was only 
able 
lo make you see it like I donc, you'd forgive 


me, Mabel 


She sent me a picture ol that tin hat 
look on the spot W here I got it at 
And wasn’t that nice and grateful and a decent | 


thing to do | Second Flapper—Why of course not, my de 





° . eal 
That there * J’ aime on the topmost line | at the bovs carrv their troubles ir W idox 
Name of a first-class light white wine 
What’s that mean “Je vous adore?” Jealousy 
F ery h for “Waiter, I'll have ae ee Popular Co-ed—Three of the nicest “loots” 
I’m showing vou the letter called on me last night. 
W Skeptical Old Friend Private—Huh! Afraid to 
‘ . ol ‘ ae ae eaainaall 
What if I did get mighty blue and do a little | C°m€ alone, I suppose.—Gargoyle 
huggin’ _ 
Thought of you an awful lot, under khaki luggin’ The Seater 
Your picture clamped against my ribs, it kept Humor—Well, I didn’t have to pay the doctor. 


all right U's—Why 


me Warm, not? 


And that there, Sue, made me think of you Humor—He treated me.—Chaparral. 
She was a pretty sight 
I used to kid her a /ittle, deat His Error 
.r made n feel like i was! ir , . : : 
Be — ik = Mr. Newed—This knife sharpener you bought 
; me is a dandy, dear. 
Sad? Oh, them girls sulfered herce lf Iw , “e 1 , . 
euly abi Mrs. Newed—That’s not a knife-sharpener, 
o make you see their tear-dimmed orbs, you you boob—that’s a loaf of war bread.—Record. 
orgive me. Mabel! 
Uncle Sam's Wage 
Frosh—Will there be any college sports this 
year 


Egg View News-Notes 


Lesurs Van Eves Bosh—Not thirty a month.—W idow 


ORNY PAINE has found a strange 
and will advertise in the paper for the 


log 
aog 


Two Kinds 





vner, as soon as he hits onto some first name 
that the animal answers to. Corny has tried 
seventeen and can’t think of any more 


into Morg Quidd’s black 
noon to ask for im 
side where he had 
silver in a 


Ote Gimber rushed 
smith shop Monday after 
ance on the out 
just lost track of fifty cents in 
snow-bank.. The place where the 
upposed to have occurred was soon a crowded 
scene of unusual activities, and Lem Bushnell, 
irshal is being strongly suspicioned, him 
to propose that the 


assist 


mediate 


losing was 





our mk 
having been the first one 
search be abandoned 

Erny Neff, our barber, is back from Pollywog 
where he spent Sunday, to find out that there 
was no truth in the report that the government 
barber-shops and 
double the Erny 
that the starter of such lying propaganda should 


going to take over all 


was 


wages of all employees says 
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be run to earth and shot at sunrise, or befor« 





Sherm Spoor almost got a choice Christmas 
Sale imitation cut-glass sugar bow] for his wife, 
Myra, free of charge, at Bill Waite’s grocery 
Tuesday morning. Sherm asked to be trusted 
for it, and Bill said he’d come right out 
it to him first, only he didn’t. 


HOTEL BINGHAM - - Philadelphia 


IN THE CENTER OF EVERYTHING 


ARGE well lighted and comfortable rooms. Hot and cold 
running water in every room. Only hotel having direct 
Subway and Elevated connection with all railroad 

stations, ferries and department stores. Roof Garden. Club 
Breakfast Spec ial Luncheons. Rooms without bath, $1.50; 
with bath, $2 00 up FRANK KIM@BLE, Manager. 


and give 
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Drawr y Russ Westover 
W W 1 earth a ¢ r, Jim 
Retu Soldier—Makin’ 1 lf t’home. 
> ’ ; . lan he belongs to. and by an American’s nose 
The Notion Counter ee ee 
By Dovetas Mattock Your character is like your white vest: the 
PEAKING of humor, we all of us know more you talk about it, the more people will 
\ the one-story preacher, who for forty observe the spots. 


years has told the same story, and without ever 
really comprehending the point of it. 

Those gentlemen whom you observe still 
wildly celebrating the coming of peace are a 
delegation of press agents who haven’t trod the 
front page in four years. 

Oh, what a tangled web we weave when first 
we practice to deceive. But when we get tan- 
gled up worse is when we try to do it without 
prac tice. 

For a man to endeavor to measure the faults 
and virtues of a woman is like unto an attempt 
to measure liquid with a yardstick. 

The difference between a man and a woman 
is that sometimes a man does not know and 
makes no attempt to find out. 

“T don’t know”’ is a poor answer, unless you 
can’t find out. And then “I can’t find out” 
is @ poor answer. 

It is no use to talk about the cost of the over- 
head to a young man who is head over heels in 
love. 

You can tell by a Scotchman’s plaid what 


Life after January 1 is going to be just as in- 
teresting to a lot of folks as a newspaper is now. 
Someone has just remarked that a wife should 
ve a comfort to her husband, not a blanket. 
When your wife says, ‘‘ You can say what you 
like,” don’t think that she means it. 

Be sure your sin will find you out, unless your 
in is a bill you owe. 

Many a man would prefer to 
be a coward, but he hasn’t the 
courage. 

The war did one thing: it 
made the wrist watch respect- 
able and respected. 

Let us be just to everybody, 
instead of just among ourselves. 

There is less fault in a fault / 
than in a failure to correct it. 

Opening the door promptly 
has closed many a sale the same 
way. 

If silence is golden, most 
women are broke 


S is a 








| Druggist 


|O. F. CALENDAR, Box 1472 H 


Leslie-Judge 


=) Representatives Wanted 


In Small Towns and Country Districts 


WE want you to help us to introduce to the firesides 
of country homes, The Happy Medium, JUDGE 
and America’s only Illustrated Newspaper, LESLIE’S WEEKLY. 

Young men and young women (17 to 21) preferred. No expe- 
rience necessary. We teach and help you to secure subscriptions 






for three and six months and a year. No Single Copy Sale. 
ll of your time and earn double this amount. 
, population and description of town, township or territory you 
think you can cover 


lidays, etc., and earn from $5 to 
$25 a week, or put in all 
DEPARTMENT LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 


225 Fifth Avenue 


Use your spare time, evenings, hol 
Answer quickly so 
you can start now. Giver 
DEPARTMENT New York City 














GOOD CHEER FOR THE | 
NEW YEAR | 


WRTOWA oe 


Speed the i 
Parting | 
and Every- 
Welcome one 
Every- 
the Coming boat. 






Evans 


NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 


A HEARTY AND HOSPITABLE BEVERAGE 
Cc. H. EVANS & SONS Estab. 1786 HUDSON, N. Y. 


1919 Old Fisherman’s Calendar 


senu for one of these interesting calendars and try it out 
thoroughly. Contains the fishing Signs for 1919 arranged in 
graphic form for easy understanding by ali It is the only 
calendar granted a copyright by the Library of Congress for 
the annual re-arrangement of its figures. 
Send 25c for one today to 
Sta., Springfield, Mass. ’ 





Af Jate Groc 
I Date Grocer No Government 


and Dealers. License Required 

















The Raised Check 
RB ov - Epson 


A LOUD checked suit adorned young Sid; 
He was the sleek and flashy kid. 

He raised a little check one day, 

And purchased new fall clothes that way. 


But those new clothes were changed again, 
When Sid was taken to the pen! 


And now his weeping eve he wipes, 


Because he raised his CHECK to STRIPES! 
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Drawn by CHaRLes SarKaA 
Getrinc His Piace tn THe Sun 














Timely Wall Decoration 
For A Patriotic Home 


—EEE - — 7 — 








RHEIN 


Die Wacut AM 





Die Wacht am Rhein” 


adding it to our 





mat, 11x14, these reprints are reac 





Send twenty-five cents, cash or stamp 


and have us send you, postage paid, a cop) 


of this great picture. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 


225 Fifth Avenue 





illustrated the 
front cover of a recent issue of Judge, and 
the demand for copies of it actuated our 
large assortment of a: 


produced in full colors and mountedon 
1, 


New York City 
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‘Copyright, 1918, by LeslieJudge Company 

Cae Address “Judgark,” Telephone 6632 Madison Square 
Published weekly by LeslieJudge Company, 

Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


SUBSCRIPTION RATES 





(ime year, 52 numbers 85.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers 2 50 
Thirteen weeks 100 


Payable in advance or by draft on New York. or by express 
or postal order. 

Bie contents of JUDGE are protected by copynght in both 
the United States and Great Britain 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on 
postal card or by letter 

BACK NUMBERS: Present vear, 10 cents per copy; 1917 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, et 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex 
ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; t 
all foreign countries add $1.00 a year 

JUDGE cannot undertake to return unsolicited manuscripts 
or drawings unless they are accompanied by full postage for 
that purp 


Advertising Department Offices 


Brunswick Building New York 
Walker Building Boston 
Marquette Building Chicago 
Henry Building Seattle 





Judge is printed by the Schweinler Press 
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Best of the New 
Phonograph Records 
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Curistmas Mi lies’ Played | 
Rogers Band. Azolian 412060 

With a jingle of sleighbel und a galloping tur 
Santa Cla i down the cl I 
4 ta t 4 \ . Ww and n > tT 

ckings wit! N he tr it to be 

they are all right—a tin rm I th orgar 
“Ma ma!” doll, a “M 7 cow and on 
then climbs up the cl again and jing 


way) caving 


\ | *. 


Memories oF CuristmMas. In two part Prince’ 


Orchestra, wW ilto A m 
quartette. Columbia 12646 
\ musical pl m pucding f Christmas cheer, ma 
‘ f car ai t er - SCa n . 
a sp 1 n 


Tue Nicut Ber 


THe SHOEMAKER AN 
Sally Hamlin { 
I urser P 

c tl 
< ar I 
poor shoemak 
helped by g 
We tted 


Sonc or THE CHIME 


Cue StumBer Boat 


Maurel. Columbia 
Iw pretty lullabie 
The Christmas one 


The “Slumber B 


p gue Exves. Recited | 
© Aroosdé 
al] t nce ere 
nabl r ed 
‘ Che fairy-t bout t 
tne tie € € \ 
] ve nice told 
1 for ext t crit m t 
\ has expressed h 
n ind frequen 
Worrell 
Gaynor Sung by Barbara 
A26028 
gentle bbligat 
cor A ked b 
c n na a that mor 
‘ ave ered from 
r ‘ are ve 


Home Concert 


Cue Farmer’s Priv 


Tue Frorat Danct 


skING Yo 
27010 


n-Shaw.) 


and one that is bunk 
of this record. 
impartial excellence, 


the wounded piper d 


Althouse 


Voca 
Russell.) 


M ) Sung by Frank 


Oldfield. Pathé 29205 

Hale and hearty English ballads sung by a hale and 
hearty Canadian baritone. In the first a farmer 
speaks of his gra nare in such glowing terms 
that the persor is addressing supposes th« 
eulogy to be ta wile r sweetheart. The second 
pictures the \ f a rustic dance. 

Tue Prees or Gorpon’s Men. (Glasgow-Ham- 
mond.) 


Sarety to Our Arms AGAIN 
Sung by 


Paul Althouse. 


difference between a war song that is thrilling 


is illustrated by the two sides 
sings both with 
but only in the one about 
ves he have an opportunity to 


} 
show his rare dramatic power. 


Pathe 





JUDGE 


Le Réctment ve Samsre ET Meuse. (Planquette.) 
Sung by Lucien Muratore. Pathé 54020. 

This French marching song is the most stirring 
tune of the war. Muratore sings it magnificently 
You don’t have to know the meaning of the words 
to feel the spell of it. 

Instrumental 

Metopie. From “Orfe (Gluck.) 

Serenave. (Drigo.) Violin solo by 
Pilzer. Aeolian 422010 

For centuries composers have expressed human 
emotions in notes, but probably no one has 
conceived music of the more-than-earthly beauty 
and serenity than Gluck. This 
templative “* Melodie” is, for all its s 
of the most written. The 
dainty serenade on the reverse is a charming trifle. 


Maximilian 


quiet, con- 
implicity, one 


exalting airs ever 


Sprinc Sonc (Mendelssohn.) 
Minuet. (Beethoven.) Played by Trio de Lutece. 
Columbia A263. 








his little organization of thorough artists, playing 
upon flute, ’cello and harp, here render a couple of 
oh-so-familtar clas tunes, which they do 
with gratifying delicacy and finish. But on 
wis! that these fted pert wl ef 
2 $s in con t a have br ‘ t ») man\ 
of a | hackneyed s might give 
thing more typical of what the nd f 





TrAumeret. (Schumann.) 

Le Cycne. (Sain Cello solos by Maurice 
Dambois. Avolian 432000 
Also decidedly familiar, but played with 
uinted with 
ur Damb« 


harn 
cnarn 
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Judge’s Sentimental 


Department 


The Study and Appreciation of Art 
Dear Sir: You may be interested to know 
that from a sketch of mine which was pub- 
lished on the “Tent and Deck”’ page last 
winter I received one box of fudge and twenty- 
four letters from sweet young things all over 
the States. 
Pvt. RAYMOND LUFKIN, 
130th Aero Squadron, St. Paul, Minn. 
Returns From 36 States Not Yet In 
Dear Sir: I have received letters from girls 
from twelve different States through my article 
in JUDGE. 
BucLer Louis Waite, 
rst Ord. Supply Co., Camp Raritan, N. J. 


Fall In There, You Nice Boys! 

Dear Sir: I am writing to you, as I know you 
can help me. I would like to correspond with 
some nice soldier or sailor, as I have plenty of 
time to do so. And I know that you know of 
plenty of lonesome boys who would like to hear 
from somebody at home. 

Hoping that I will hear from some boy, I 
thank you. 

Miss Sapy NATHAN, 
1250 Lexington Avenue, c\o Jensen, 
New York. 
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Life a 4 ( ( I that baff Cx ( ( ha 1 
\laupassa ith a candor and art that defy 
Not g escapes him. His stories are Il of lite There every |i 
| Maupa int’s hands, / nt erve mort er! ha ‘ ex VII ‘ 
kvery Maupassant storys a fresh surpt There ilwa ascination 
\ FALSE ALARM is a or oO! 1 Na i unt’ racte! c vein r 
. he shows up the follies of hot-blooded vout] \ , a nsterna 
) , ra rrov For ha lin raved 


ina 


unexpected 


; ; : 
gamut of every folly and crime 


nevel pause to argue or moralize. 


and condemn vice 


situations. 


of hundreds where, in his inimitable 


and disia ihe iittie aparime? 

her ACRING 1) fne Situatior for her? 
it |} nne ] si] 

as 1t happened, and after many thrills 


h othe marvelous stories, 











Greatest of Story Writers 


\la ipa in ilized 
inds as the preme master of the 
I torv. He i the most exact 
inscriber of life in literature 
| comparison th novels d 
ries, all oth ir artificial and 
ibored. His choi f subject ilwavs 
leemed by an ey ] el and art 
The passio lust and cupidit 
ch stir st en and women , 
action did oO iy \laupas ant’ - 
artial hand so long as th gly e of 
in xisted. But pitile ’ 
irt, at times he surprises us ha 
touch of ten ler pathos in vhich Ve ec- 


nize the warm 


5,500 Pages That Will Hold You 
Chained by the Hour 

All of Maupassant’s Stories, Novels, Novelettes 

Poems, Dramas. Entertainment for a Thousand 

and One Nights. Love and Life in Strange Lands 


Paris, the Orient, The African Hinterland. Stories 
of War, Crime, Mystery and Horror. 
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_ THE COMPLETE WORKS OF GUY de MAUPASSANT 
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A FALSE ALARM 
GIVEN TO PROMPT SUBSCRIBERS 


PAUL DEKOcK’S MERRY TALES 











i ] h 
know t ! ! riter ot ‘ h he peop] vith 
t | ples w 
ries of the petits bour l women of e\ 
eos a the P i rl 1 conditi 
ettes. But DE KOCI this unique 
toriesa f th Maupassant 
+} ru mu 
» the 
; prompt 
ie ipply ts limites 
e Pa ‘nd no m 
| these 
ira , 


me rerefore 
MAIL COUPO 
TODAY 


8 De Luxe 
Volumes 
in 4 

Ea 

83, 6 
Over 

2,000 Pages 





NOW READY 


The Verdun Edition 


COMPLETE -UNEXPURGATED 
17 Volumes Rich Cloth Binding~Gold Tops 
Each Volume 8'; x 5'. inches. Big, Clear 12 Point 
Type on Pure White Antique Paper 
The Best Translated, Bound, Printed, and 
Illustrated of all English Editions 


A Marvelous Offer 
mu get everything that Maup nt 
17 splendid (regular $2.50 
nd Paul dé Kock 8 De Lux 
r the equivalent cf 25 b 
ver 7,500 pages printed iT 
sed in books, o1 


volumes 
volul » value 
bound in 4 


es, containing 
} 1 


gest and clearest tvpe ever 
r you can hardly duplicate today at any price 
HINK OF IT! ‘So many Maupassant stories that 
an enjoy a new fresh one nearly every day in the 
1 there’s a complete Maupassant novel for quit 
thin the year! And besides—2.000 sparklir 
Paul de Kock—and all for $25.00 (regular value $5 
t 21 ume hrovided vou are rom 
SEND $1.00 AND COUPON NOW 
vant to order at the Instalment Price. $25.00 
Or end $23.00 with order nd save the $2.00 
t ks delivered Exopre prepaid 


MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 
in litle stn: anat ces Steal dip tabs en ene se a tw 
Brunswick St'rscription Co 


116 Brunswick Pld Jew York City 


| enclose $1.00 first p.yment on the 17-volume set o 
int and the 4 volume t of Pavl de Kock is repr 
ented I will remit $2.00 a month for 12 months after their 
I will within § days ask for instruction 


eturning them at your expense, my $1.00 to be refund 
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